To the Tune of H let's a to the Wedding 


Am a batchelor winſome, 
A farmer by right and degree, 
And few do I ſee that's more handſome 
at kirk or at market than me; 
1 bave ontſight and inſight and credit, 
and from all blemiſh I'm free 
I am well enough boarded and bedded, 
what ails the laſſes at me? 
My boughs of good ſtore is not ſcanty, 
my byres are well ſtored with kye, 
And meal in my girnels there's plenty, 
and two or three eaſements forby ; 
And horſe to ride on when they're weary, 
and cock with the beſt they can ſee, 
And then be call'd dauty and deary, 
I wonder what ails them at me? 
I ſought them both highland and lowland, 
where I a good bargain could ſee, 
But none could I find-that would fall in, 
or ſay they would - buckle with me. 
With jokes and with ſcrapes I addreſs them, 
been with them both ſhame-fac'd and free; 
But whatever way I addreſt them, 
there was ſomething aid them at me. 
Behind backs before tace I've woo'd them, 
and all the gates o't that I ken, 2 
And when they laugh'd on me I trow'd them, 
I thought T had won them, but what thea ? 
When I ſpeak of matters they grumble, 
nor are condeſcending and free, 
But at my propoſals ay ſtumble, 
I farely what ails them at me. 

But O if I knew what would gain them, 
how fond of the knack would I be; 
Or what an addreſs would obtain them, 

it would be thrice welcome to me : 
If kiſling and clapping would pleaſe them, 
that trade would 1 drive till I die, 
But whenever I ſtudy to pleaſe them, 
they have ſtill an exception at_me. 
There's cripples, and crookbacks, and crenſhes, 
and all the wandroughts that I ken; 
No ſooner they ſpeak to our wenches 
but they are ta'en far enough ben. 
But when I ſpeak to them that's ſtately, 
1 find them ay ta'en with the gie, 
And gets the denial ſo flatly 
what think ye can ail them at me ? 
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I have yet an offer to make them, 
if they will but hearken to me, 

And that is I'm willing to take them; 
of what kind ſoever they be, 

Let her that's content write a billet, 
and get it tranſmitted to me: 

I hereby engage to fulfill it, 2 
though cripple and blind ſhe ſhould be. 


The Anſwer by Way of Billot, by Jeany 


; Bladden. | 


Ear batchelor J read your billet, _ 
your {trait and your hardſhip 1 ſee, 
And I engage to fulfill it, 
tho* it were by none other but me. 
Theſe forty years I have been neglected, 
no body has had compaſſion on me,; 


Such offers ought not be rejected, 


whoever the offerer be: 
For beauty. I have no claim to it, 
or may be I had been away, 


Tho' tocher and kindred would do it, 


I have no pretenſion to thee ; 
The moſt I can ſay is I'm a woman, 
and that I a wife want to be, 
For none of us could find a marrow; 
ſo ſadly forlorn were we. 
Folks ought not at ſomething to tarry, 
where chance lucked nothing to be. 
On Teuſday ſpier for Jean Bladden, - 
where I in my pins ween to be, 


- Juſt at the ſign of the old maden, 


where ye ſhall be fur2 to meet me, 
Bring with you the prieſt to the wedding, 
that all things juſt ended may be, 
And we'll cloie up all with the bedding, 
and who'll be ſo merry as we? 
A cripple 'm not, ye forſtaw me, 
altho' that bowlegged I be, 3 
Nor blind is there reaſon to ca” me, 
altho' I ſee but with age eye. 


But I'm the chap that ye wanted, 


ſo tightly our caſes agree : 


But none would have you ever granted, 


as few I confeſs would haye me. 
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